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Patricia's glance, long and level-lidd
struck Rothwell fairly between w:nd a

water. That is to say, without metaph
between hie weariness of a silly worn
and his wariness of one over-bold. He h

hated the pair of them-insistently tt

made him remember what he had come

Wake Forest hoping to forget-namely, tt

he was the best parti of ten years. Wor
ly wise matrons and virgins had made b

so painfully conscious of the fact the

end of the season had found him much
the mind to go back to his beloved glol
trotting. Just then the Taplows laid viol

hospitalities upon him, whisking him aw

in a private car to meet the spring amid
pines and yellow jessamine of their sou

country place.
The flippant new house, h!gh-color

many-gabled, seemed an affront to t

splendid old avenue, and the riotous ri

ness of grounds and garden run wild for

many years. Rothwell wondered why
Taplows had not put up something color
-something at least decently reminisc
of the burned house, one of whose t

chimneys was still erect. Ivy and wild
vines had overrun it so picturesquely, M
Taplow would not have it down. It waf

monument, she said, to 4he old times, t

old owners-the only one either would ei

have. Under all her gay loudness Mo

Taplow had a heart of gold. She kept
doing kind things regardless of the ft
that oftener than not the doing got I
into social hot water.
Thus a Taplow house party was mora

certain to be a mixed affair. Missie Wa
the silly woman, made part of this one,

cause Molly knew in the Lenten hegira 1
girl had nowhere else to go; Mrs. Loud(
whom men called disrespectfully the b
Loudon, was at Wake Forest because e

chose instead of being chosen. A dashi
w!dow, and rich, she had all the world 1
fore her. That ought to have harder
Molly's heart against her. In a manr

it did-still, when Mrs. Loudon said cal
ly: "Molly, my Lenten sacrifice is-myse
I am coming with you to save you and V
from being bored to extinction," Molly h
acquiesced. and when her husband prote
ed, had even said: "Well, Clara's maid Ii
treasure-it will be a comfort to have I
in the house, there where one is so far fri
everything."
Verna Ash, truly a golden girl-yello

haired, with a million in her own right-h
been asked, because Molly wanted to mat
her with Tregars. Tregars was a croi

grained genius of whom Molly and Tapli
both,expected great things if he could
persuaded to give himself the leisure a

liberty of riches. The other men besid
Rothwell were Dick Morton, a fortune
broker, once Taplow's college chum; V
Rensselaer Lewis, Molly's brother, wi
leanings to reform and holy orders, a

Hugh Anstruther, a transplanted Scot, w
had risen in twenty years from the for
and the furnace hearth to the control
unreckoned millions.
All had been at Wake Forest for a we

before Patricia came. Patricia was to t
manner horn. Back in civil war times h
father, Col. Rhett of the Palmetto Rifi
had saved the life of Maj. Taplow. Wh
the major's widow, old Madame Taplo
found she could not turn her son from wh
she called his supreme folly of buying
Carolina estate, she charitably resolved
plant thorns in his chosen path. To ti
end she 'resurrected the story of resci
and subsequent languid friendliness.
doubt the people were by this time mc
than ever impossible-but since Molly a
Will had a taste for the impossible, th
must search out the Rhetts and do the
such good turns as they might.
The quest proved distressingly easy. C

Rhett had been dead ten years-so had I
wife. His son had disappeared, but the
was a daughter living in lonely indeper
ence upon the plantation. It lay some thir
miles off the millionaire colony. All throu;
the first spring Will and Molly meant to
there, but somehow never found time. Ma
ame Taplow fumed when she heard. "Y
must invite her to visit you next yea1
she said. "You cannot do less-though
know she has nothing to wear, and da
say often not enough to eat."
Molly wrote and was answered in advan

of her own coming, Miss Rhett would cot
to Wake Forest for a fortnight, bringi
her own hunter. The hunter staggered t
Taplows a bit. Clara Loudon laugh
sneeringly over it. "No doubt she will ti
out a rack of bones that can hardly si
over a toad in the path." she said. "I knm
those southerners-grandiloquent fools,
of them. They feel if only things sou:
big nothing else matters."
Everybody was out when Patricia canr

She rode a sleek mule, as did Betsy Patti
son when she set Out for the ball whe
she was to captivate her Bonaparte. ]
way of further parallel, a black boy up
another mule fetched her frocks in ti
p ortmanteaus. The footman and butit
bth much scandalized, had taken the ride

for market folk, or else gypsies, andc
dered them around to .he back. Somethil
in PatricIa's voice showed them their mi
take, even before she said: "I am Mi
ithett, whom Mrs. Taplow is expecting."
She had got down, smiling a little whii

gical smile, and seen to it that her sad,
was stripped from the mule and put pre
erly away before going in. It was an E
glish saddle-one of Whipple's best-a
mnade to order. Patricia knew she cot
got ride as well in any other. Her mal
Riuby, was to be sent on next day. Ra
had made the roads tremendously heava*nd since Patricia had a certain ambiti
to sl.ow Ruby at her best in the huntir
*he had thought it best not to let the ma
carry her weight through wet sands ot
such a distanee.

She had rested, drowsing deliciously
ter her ride, then toward sundown h
mnade herself a picture in faded pale bI
china crepe and odorous pink hyacintl
and set herself at ease in a piazza not

hlghtly jutting wall angle sheltered I
rom casual eyis. Thus three oif the ridi
party had sat down a little way off,u
conscjious of her pres.nce.
She looked at them as she might ha

watchedt a play. It was. indeed, bett
than a play to be thus the stranger-gui
of all'ns, in her own land, and peeping irt
at fairy world, to which she hE rself wproperly burn. Rothwell interested h
bost-h is face was so kind and strong a
clean cut, withal toucheed with impatient
Ilissle Ware. who affected kittenish wa:
was parring. glancing outside as she spoli"Yes. I suppose it is rather tilce, this raibhing old place, but some how it gives
the creeps. I'm sure every night there
* ghost in the big magnolia under my widow. Now, Whitehurst is so differentwith a languishing glance at Rothw,
'Whitchurst is heavenly-I don't see he
you have managed to stay away from
So long. The dearest place. You haverseen it?" turning on Mrs. Loudon. "Iouite lIke a castle-an English castle, ynow-gray stone walls-with towers a
Iyand all that-and, oh, peacocks screajgon the terrace above the rose gardelmd the very loveliest velvet lawns.-"
"Paradise minus Eve," Mrs. Loudon

*errupted, then wheeling to look full
lohwell's eyes, "or is it the serpent a
lacking? Now I think of it, it must
heserpent-we are proof positive that ]!Ismerely a question of the embarrassmn

*f riches."
"I am too devout to listen to such hern

.-particularly in Lent," Rothwell said,
tiEup precipitately. Patricia's glance r

ht just gone home. He knew nothi
~btever about her, but something In

eyes, her delicately mobile face, shan
hin. for the women at his side.
"Now see what you hav, done, Clara
haeyou! You know Mr. Rothwell cani

therwomen say that sort of ring
things." Missi. said peevishly

'tdeaway. Mr., London laugi
blead. "You are a feol, Missie," she sa

gging her fine shoulderu, "And. Lal
Rehelis another. I wonder It
es are to hasp on cornering-

markat and profesaing
----uittis aD the si
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ed, pose. I had thought he was above it. De-
nd pend on it he left us not because he wasor shocked, but simply because he did not

' choose to stay."an "I do not choose to stay, either. No lady
ilf ever says such a word as 'fool.' I am sure
ey my Aunt Mary would disapprove my hav-
to ing you longer as a friend," Missie said,

drawing her skirts about her much as aatprim bantam folds its wings. Mrs. Loudon
id- also rose, her eyes narrowed till they show-
im ed only a spark of red fire between the lids.
ag She opened her lips as though to speak,but ended by laughing a silent, cynical

laugh.
)e- Her mind was made up to marry Roth-
nt well. His bulk and stature, his wholesome
ayblonde comeliness appealed to her even more tthan his wealth and position. More than

all, there was the excitement of winning th- him in spite of himself. She understood
him well enough to know that in the outset

ed she repelled rather than attracted him. t
he She had dreaded nothing save another

woman. Was that girl across the piazzah- the other woman? Rothwell had changed f
so countenance at sight of her. She must be
he the native Molly had unearthed, but how
ial did she make herself look as though she
nt had come from the sleeping beauty's castle, tall instead of a remote, every-day plantation?
ng She was individual, even distinguished. i
rs. Mrs. Loudon was never weak enough to
a undervalue an adversary. She crossed the

he piazza with her finest high manner and
er said, holding out her hand: "You must be
ily very brave, Miss Rhett. I said as much I
on when Molly told us you were coming. Some- i
ict how I half hoped you would stay away."
er "Indeed! Why?" Patricia asked, rising,

but overloking the proffered hand. Upright
lyshe showed lithely tall, and thin almost to t

re, angularity. Her head, clouded over with
1e- dusky hair, sat on a long neck as a rose
he sits on its stem. She had fine dark brows, t

n,too-so dark the violet pupils underneath i
idgave a sense of piquant surprise. Now the <

he violet was a sort of luminous black. Mrs.
ngLoudon had somehow a sense that black- f
1e-ness was a danger signal.

ed She had prided herself upon her fine pres- t
er ence-Patricia overlooked her by at least c

-
three inches, and had besides something a

If classic in poise and pose. But it was some-

illthing in her gaze, steady, compelling, that aadforbade Mrs. Loudon to speak after her t
at- wont, wholly brutal truth. To the woman a

ia
of her fancy, the uncouth country girl, or a

er prim pretentious spinster, she would have a
tsaidairily: "I did not want you because I
knew you would be in the way-and un- a
happy over it." Instead of that she an- d
swered Patricia's eyes rather than herad question: "I did not know why-now I d

ch understand it was instinctive-I hated to i
;s- have you make us rattlepates ashamed of i

) ourselves."be "Why not rattlepates, if one may rattle

es gracefully and graciously?" Patricia asked. i
te Molly dashed out to them abject in apology.."I meant to be home-indeed I did, dear

thMiss Rhett-but the afternoon, and the ride
twere so heavenly-"
o If you had come bayck a minute beforehoyou were ready I should be implacable,"gePatricia said, softly patting Molly's hand. tof "I love our woods in springtime so well
I cannot bear to have them slighted."ek "Molly, I'm positively ravenous-I shall a

he ring for tea," Mrs. Loudon interposed. She 1
er caught up a silver lotos flower and began's' striking keen chimes.
en Rothwell pre-empted the cushion nearest r

W,Patricia's feet, and sat watching her as
at though in a trance. In the deepest pine
a shadow it was already dusking, yet pure
to red light filled all the west. Patricia, fair in
at the shine of it, seemed somehow to make a
1e, all the other women leaden. She sipped her

'o tea, playing daintily between sips with her
re gold spoon, quite as though she had done
nd it every day of her life. But when he
ey would have brought her a fresh cup, she
m shook her head, saying in a half whisper:

"I drank this only because it was part of
)-the game."ds "What game?" he asked in her own key.

re She smiled elfinly. "The game of money- cd- in-idleness," she said. "I have always r
ty wanted a look in at it. Now I have to dgh pinch myself occasionally to make sure I t
go really am where I am." -

d- "Come inside to the fire. The only ex- y
ou cuse for country-house parties is sitting d

, around a fire," Tregars said, stalking ma-
I jestically ahead. Molly pushed Verna Ash a

re after him, while Taplow himself solicitous-. v
ly huddled the rest inside. Somehow Hugh c

ce Anstruther caromed against Patricia as
ne they went through the window. Anstruther r

rg had a dour face, square-jawed, with lips t
he shutting like a vise. He had the name of I
ed never Epeaking to a woman if he could 9
ot get around it. Naturally everybody mar- i
ep veled to see him sit down beside Patricia, t
w burring out: "I shall doubt ye forgive my
tIl clumsiness unless ye're willing to talk to me e
rid a bit." 5

"Oh, did you hear how she came?" Miss~
te- Ash asked in a loud whisper. "The foot- a
r- man told my maid. Fancy! Muleba.ck! I'm I
re sure she's not a proper person-"-
3y "So am II No woman can be a proper
yn person, in the eyes of her sisters, who cap-
ro tivates two most eligible men, almost in the*
er, wink of an eyelash," Tregars said, smiling t
rs grimly. Mrs. Loudon, who had been plying
r- Miss Ash with questions, looked up at him,
3g also smiling. "I would not ride a mule if
a- that was the way to get to heaven," she e
as said, leaning across to speak in Rothwell's a

ear. Tregars laughed. "Tell us things we
n- do not know, bold one. Ten mules, nor
lie twenty, could not carry you heavenward-c
p- you know enough never to be a min.
n- "You mean I canmot bear to be lonesome,"r
rid Mrs. Loudon said, her eyes darkling. "I amtId glad my devotion to my friends begins tot'e, be understood."
in "Stop quarreling, you two-I am going tob

say things to that girl," Verna said. "If
on Molly has no more sense than to have her
g, here, somebody has got to teach her her
re place."
er Tregars frowned impatiently, Mr's. Lou- r

don stirred as though she meant to rise, but r

Lf- Miss Ash was not to be stayed. She leaned
ad toward Patricia, asking with a rasping ac-

ue cent which geemed to her tremendously su-

is, perior: "Oh! Mise-er Brett. how do you

k. crackers amuse yourselves? I believe crack-r
er ers is the right name."
ng "It Is a name of varied application," Pa-1
n- tricia said. Anstruther looked puzzled

-he knew too little of the life about him
ye to understand the slur. Rothwell's eyes
er flashed. But before he could speak the but-

-st 1er. stIll somewhat dazed. announced that

to dinner was served, and stared with at least

as a semi-human amazement to see the after-

er noon arrival go out to it upon his master's I

rad arm.

r'e. Thus it all began. The end came apace.
Ts, Patricia suffered more from the friends she
e: made than the foes. That Is. however, ayn- common human experience. Molly was her e
ne slave. Taplow her stanch defender, An- 1
is struther. after the first amazing break, con-
n- tented himself with staring at her from~
," afar. Rothwell was hard hit and did not~
11. try to hide it. The other men gave her t
w up as a puzzle, As for the other women, I
it their hatred was so lively, they had devel-
iot oped a sisterly tolerance for each other. 1

t's Tregars indeed christened them the Ven-

ou gerbound. Miss Ash made hlim, whether of~
ad no, the Ven*erbund's confidante. After~
m- each sitting he wrote down things in the

ri- notebook from which he planned one day
to evolve the great American novel-.In- Weather permitting, the Edgecomnbe pack ,

in hunted three days each week. More than
ho half the tinte the meet was Wake Forest
be lawn. This beas of- eaged' foxes and j
|ve convenience, The place lay centrally, with i

mnt more than half. the best runs wound about
it. Rinning fuR3 strength the pack showed~sy twenty couple. Moe. genesa-ythese were e

et- ten, or at the mnost twelve, task Wilah, .1
ad head huntmn, who had in a me==e-

ng adopted Taplow, ethe pack, -and his own a

ter position, was tender of his dogs, and would

ed not let one out save i the pink:of condi, t
tion. Taplow and -the whippersein stood

I I equally in awe of bims-he was so gven -t 1
aot dark renainiseenees of what had happened. 1

me, when his wDil was minsed, He had been-all

as along so high' and 'aqstore with .ph4.
ed it had given them quite a tusn .t#-D
1d, slouch hat off to Patriela. and hsjl ~

ig- gratified pride when she praised teftl

he of his charges. "Et ever any we nbG

he ware bawn -a-hnewis' dawgs-wu she

W war! he Rp*gafter hw
and aD *hette awwte t

Md the bet hat sver yelped In Cyariner
--has too.
Ruby, the re ay. mare, was, a canker.

the purest blood bay, her coat newly shed-
led. abode like burnished metal under dap-
Pies pf spring unahinae She stood almost
ixteen hands, and was a pattern of bone

md beauty, clean-limbed, sinewy, with a
>eautiful lean head, a white-starred fore-
iead, waving silky mass and streaming
all. Somehow she put the regular hunters,
with clipped coats and niggard docked fans,
iulte out of court, made them seem poor
uid alrtiflcial. Somehow, too, Patricia's
tnen habit and slouch hat became her bet-
er than the other women's riding gear.
f they were turned out by London shops
is if for hunting in the shires.
Mrs. Loudon admitted as much to herself
tlmost despairingly.' Patricia had been
dineteen days at Wake Forest. They were
ut for what was to be her last run with
he hounds. Anstruther had gone off mys-
eriously at daylight-Tregars never hunt-
d. Neither did Van Lewis-he preferred
o chase bugs and butterflies. Taplow was
usy with the dogs-Molly had taken poe-
ession of Patricia. Thus Rothwell/and
)ick Morton had no choice but to ride with
dissie and the bold Loudon.
"How many times has she refused you?"rrs. Loudon asked bitterly, inclining hermead toward Patricia. Rothwell laughed
onstrainedly: "I believe I have not quite
:ept count," he said, "although Anstruther
dvised me to do it, and quoted the Scotchproverb, 'Nineteen naysays are half a
rant!' "

"Really! I wonder Is he keeping count!
t's absurd of course to say that-no wo-
nan will ever play with him." Mrs. Lou-
[on aswered: "Miss Rhett I fancy knows
s much."
"Why, how do you happen to ride liveryIunter today," Rothwell interrupted ir-
elevantly. Mrs. Loudon gave him a side-
ong look, saying:
"Is it possible you take notice of any-
hing about me? I bought Cairgorm three
ays back, and have ridden him in my
riorning gallops ever since."
"Well! You have got a bad bargain-

mn't it nasty to tell you so?" Rothwell said,
rying to laugh: "Why did you not tell me
ou thought of buying? No doubt you paid
good price-but you truly got a bad horse

or it."
"I think not. He suits me-goes like the
rind, and takes whatever I set him at
rithout checking." Mrs. Loudon said: "As
o telling you-why should I bother you
rith my small concerns. Since you have
een under spell, you have made me feel
hat even thought of friendship between us
as an impertinence."
"You have a talent for misunderstanding
-but let that pass," Rothwell said. "What
cannot let pass is-that beast you are on. I
now him of old-knew him long before he
was brought down here. He is all you
ay as to speed and action-when he
hooses there is hardly a better hunter on
op of ground. The trouble is he does not.lways or often choose. He's the worst
ogue possible-may carry you like a lamb
hrough three parts of a run then bore
rito a tree or fence or gatepost, and dash
ut your brains."
"I suppose you mean to say he is as will-
ul as-a man." Mrs. Loudon said, laughing
ecklessly. "Thank you very much for
4ling me all about him. I bought him be-
ause-well! because I wanted a horse of
uperior weight and substance."
"If you will not go back for a remount
t least change with me," Rothwell en-
reated. "That brown devil can outrun
nything in the fie'd today. When he runs
man has some chance to keep him

traight-"
"Thank you for nothing-I shall keep him
traight-and ride my own line," Mrs. Lou-
on said meaningly, whipping ahead.
The cast-off was in the edge of a big
eserted sedge-grown plantation, over-
rown with clumps and blotches of tan-
le. The dogs found at first draw, and
rent away down the wind, the riders
treaming after, with the view halloo ring-
ig cheerily all about. Half an hour saw
double, with a dash to pine woods after
There the scent lay badly upon the

rying pine straw. It had been misty-
illd at daybreak, but the strengthening
unshine had brought wind underneath.
Vhile the dogs ran in circles, picking out
he tangled scent, the Wake Forest riders, !
lustered upon a little clear knoll, saw the
eginning of battle. Patricia had reined up
t the knoll's farther edge. She held Ruby
ghtly, barely feeling the mare's mouth,
,hile she talked gleefully with Ned Em-
er, a freckled lad, and barefoot, who had
un away from school to follow the hunt !
foot.
She hardly noted that Ruby's ears were
atted, her eyes angry. Something in the
ackground had ruffled the bay-quickly
he half-wheeled, let fly with both hind 1
eet against the ribs of another horse, and
s she came down, whirled completely
bout, to savage her antagonist. The an-
3gonist was big and brown, dull-eyed, but
rith much white showing within the lids.
[e, too, laid back both ears, and snapped
avagely at his assailant. Both half-
eared, and before they could be separated,
truck out with the forehoofs.
"Ruby! Ruby! Shame! Shame!" Patricia
ried, then solicitously to the brown's
der: "Mrs. Loudon, I'm so sorry; Really, I
eserve to be sent home in disgrace. Do
elieve it is not often Ruby and I are so
1-mannered. I hope she did not frighten
ou. May I get down and see if her heels
id any damage?
"Don't trouble yourself," Mrs. Loudon
aid curtly, then over her shoulder as she'heeled: "My horse, like his rider, can take
are of himself."
Rothwell was some little way off-still
ear enough to be cognizant of the dis-
irbance. He came rapidly toward Mrs.
,oudon, his,eyes .anxious-just then the
ackcaught scent again, gave tongue and

rere harked forward. After, still after,
1e riders went pelimell, out of the pine

roods, down a little hill, then into a
:retch of open common, bare of everything.
ave starveling sedge and marsh weeds,
eside the wet weather stream that cut the
pread of it in half. The stream had bog-
y banks-altogether it made a nasty water
imp. Two horses alone got over It clear,
'ithout scrambles, or the mischances of
:rained girths. Ruby the peerless, Cairn-
orm the wicked. The pack In full cry ran
so hundred yards ahead-the mad dog
kusic set both hunters wild. Fast, faster,

ster they went, quickening at each stroke,tretching, straining, eyelng each other
niulously, though they ran twenty yards
Dart.
Without another check the rest were hope-
'sly out of it-even Jack Wlrsh's keen
alloo came but faintly to the ear. The
ammon crossed, the chase swept on
irough ploughland, stoutly fenced and
sing the least bit. Both horses took the
ie boundary fence without checking, and
>gether, going over It, as by one impulse,
ut came to the inner fence, a h'undred
ards off, with Ruby leading a clear length.
atricia gave a little gay triumphant shout
s her mare rose to the leap, and once over
et Ruby galloping slantwise the dun fur-
ws. The route was still uphill-a gentle

Ise, but enough to show the straggling

ack line clear against the crest. Still it

!tn fast and true, giving tongue gallantly,

tiough the hot pace was telling.

The scream of a horse, low and hoarse,

iade Patricia turn her head. "Cairngorm,
iouth open, eyes roiling, was charging
traight at her. His rider bent forward
Lthering him with the whip, urging the
iad brute to madder speed. As she caught

atricia's eye she shouted menacingly, "Out

f my way! Out, do you hear! Your blood
n your own head unless you clear my
ath!"

Patricka got white to the lips, but her eyes

arkenett, her hand on the rein did not
hake. She knew Mrs. Loudon meant to
ide her down, trusting to her horse's su-
erior weight for her own safety. She
hould not do it-not if she herself and
tuhy died for It. In firm going Ruby could

Lsily beet the brown--but what of plough-

Lnd where she sank fetlock deep at each
tride? Cairngorm, bigger, stouter, with

iore driving power in quarters and stifles,
ad a clear advantage there, But Ruby had
lie fire and stay and spirit. Impulsively

atricia flung her weight forward, lying al-

most prone upon the mare's neck to whistle

her ear. It was fine to feel Ruby na-

wer-gallantly as she had been going, she
ad something -left for that desperate call.

he could not quicken the stride--the
Ioughland held too hard. But she could

nd did lie down to it, stretching, stomach

a earth, in long greyhound leaps that de-
oured space as flame devours stubble.

Behind came the mad brown stallion, still

creaming, still lashed by madder rider.
Hmly through a red, blurring mist she saw
or prey, the woman she hated; the woman
rho had crossed her path; the woman she
sned to abangle and trample out of rec-
gnltion. Som. -ech -em ushaped,

inavowed, had been behindher purchase.

t bad taken form quickly while Rothwel

alked. Cairngorm's- temper would be ex-use enough for any accident-nothing buthe bay mane could live the pace with
ia-wisat-ao estral therefore,.as iMlt the
ay and her Nebe his victim,?I wa4 alt aeminj ~l~ baantlfj, het'ter,OkW~U5h~4 dre opeat the
Sat what asee UKot ad to tl*k for

it me. -4be ge tlk no longer
"hpg04M emed sm o hreal.e A dull.
istant rear, hs e.vibrant, Sit.
ened her-the chaje struck the

r

cut by which the* 4ly slipped
the ploughhnad.Pack and quarry4rsafely owe It. No
horse ever foated me could leap the
cut, not even comim i fresh-how much
less, then, blown, th end of a ringing
run? Patricia oed sharly she
brought Ruby to h hInche,'afturned
In her saddle and wavedr warning. crying:
"Mrs. Loudon! Stop! Pul4ap! At once! Hear
the train coming!"
The dull roaring uder, nearer. Mrs.

London's face bla$ ed ut her eyes held
their deadly glitter.' SlY tried to pull up-
to turn and ride 4w>er adversary; eswell might she hye txled to rein fire in
wind. Caringorm bad fhe bit In his teeth
-he was no more ang with Ruby, but
full of deadly rage against the rider who
had slashed him so cruelly. He meant to
run and run until he found something high
enough, stout enough to crush her. The
cut lay less than two hundred yards ahead-he would try to sweep it, fall inevitably-
and fall, ylng down his rider. Tight in
the track Wthe swiftly approaching train.
In a flash all this came to the two wo-

men. Mrs. Loudon, cold and sick, slacked
rein, and made as if to leap. That lost her
all chance of saving herself-even then a
rider who did not know fear might have
mastered the brown. But he had all a
vicious beast's contempt for a rider he
could frighten. He shook himself, gave a
louder screaming snort and swept straight
on. Now he led-all of ten yards. Patricia
whistled again and again. Ruby lay down
to the work, straining after the brown,
and gaining spare gains at each stride.
Almost upon the cut's brink she came up

with him. Mrs. Loudon sat quite still-
even in her fright she had been too wise to
really leap. The reins swayed loosely
within her nervous fingers. Patricia called
to her: "Let go! Free your foot! I shall
try to take you off safe!"
It was a perilous endeavor. If the horses

collided, fell and rolled, all would go down
to death together. If either swerved ahair's breadth, they must collide. Then
there was the chance that Patricia would
be dragged from her saddle by the other
woman's superior weight. Still it was the
only way. With set teeth, tense as a bow-
string in every fiber, Patricia leant from
saddle. locked her right arm about Mrs.
Loudon's waist, drewherclear,and held her
clinging and struggling, while she wheeled
Ruby, checked speed and drew away from
the perilous verge.
Cairngorm proved how perilous. With one

rnad, mighty, scrambling leap he tried toslear the cut. He even got hold for histore feet upon the brink opposite, but the
erumbling sands gave under his hoofs. He
went rolling and screaming down, to lie
with his neck broken before the train. It
lowed up barely in time to save a wreck,
ifter It had pushed the dead beast ten
yards along the rails.
Mrs. Loudon watched his end with fas-!inated eyes. "You saved me from that,"

she said, shuddering strongly-then fainted
lead away. Before she came to the rest
f the hunt had come up. People from the
stalled train also swarmed about her. An-
;truther was one of them, Anstruther beam-
ng like a cherub. Patricia, some little way
ff, was shamelessly fondling a slight, dark-
)rowed stranger, quite ignoring Rothwell
ipon her other hand.
"I've been playing good fairy," Anstruth-
r explained when Mrs. Loudon was a little
recovered. "The lassie yonder," nodding:oward Patricia, "was denying a true man,
ndeed, all true men, because ill-tongued'lk who knew nothing said her brother,
hat dark lad, had spent money not his>wn. The lad, ye see, suffered for a fault
iglher up-but since he couldn't prove it

ie went away to wdrk-under another
iame. He couldn't deny his favor, though I-I knew him rightly the meenit I set eyesmn the lass. Then I *ent to work, him I
'd known these seven years. Things were
straightened unco' easy,.-that's one good of
ilthy lucre. Today I went to fetch him, I
ittle dreaming what we should come upon 1
-ight here. Now the lass has shown ye I
he mettle she's of, ye must agree, Roth-well will get a prize."
"A prize indeedi* Mrs. Loudon echoed,

with a break in her voice that told An- I
truther many things she did not care to i
save him know.

"Was their engagement a happy one?"
"Oh, yes, very! They both married some- ]
ody else."-Philadelphia Bulletin.
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land Very Blow.
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Special Correspondence of The Evening Star.
LONDON, September 10, 1902.

The premier of New Zealand has gone
aack to the land of his adoption plain Mr.
'Dick" Seddon, as he came. There was
some talk when he set out fromh New Zea-
and that he was ambitious of securing
some high official position in one of the new
south African colonies, and it was even
stated that his friends in England were
working to sebure him an appointment.'othing has come of these prognostcations,
Ld Mr. Seddon himself has preserved a
nost judicious reticence. Though during
1ia sojourn in England he made no effort

:o please everybody, his experience has)een as bad as that of the man who did.
Ie has stirred up animosities all round and
ias left the mother country with his ad-
niration for the Briton's national qualities
seriously impaired. They are afflicted, he

says, with a strange nervousness which to1im is inexplicable. In other words, they
ack the courage of their vaunted imperial-
sm. Sadly as those words must have fallen
rom Mr. Seddon's lips, they will bring com-
ort to many who had feared that in Down-
ng street at least Seddonism might pre-
rail.
Almost the last recommhendation of thelisappointed New Zealander before he left
was that England should establish for the
olonies a permanent council on the lines
>f the India council. He also recommends
he members of the cabinet, especially Mr.
:hamberlain, to visit the colonies and learn
Yom them the energy poor old Englandacks. Lack of enterprise, says Mr. Sed-
ion, will be the doom of England.

Aftermath of the Coronation.
Most of the .rivate stands erected for
he coronation procession have long disap-
)eared, but the government officials are af-
'ording a glaring example of ineptitude
vitlt regard to the stands for which they
tre responsible. The houses of parliament
Lre still hidden behind a wooden barrier and
he square in front is covered with the
wretched weather-beaten erections. The
ame is true of the government offices in
Whitehall, which are fronted by board'ences shutting out light and air from the
owes stories. Two men with hammers
ould remove most of the latter in an hour
r so.
While Londoners, however, appear to
save quite reconciled tnemselves to the>rospect of a permanent disfigurement of
heir streets by the retention of the coro-
tation stands, they are, nevertheless, be-
raying some uneasiness over a suggestion
hat the old bankers' signs in Lombard
treet should be allowed to remain as a
ermanent memorial of the crowning of the
ing. The subject, I understand, is now
ngaging the attention of the streets coma
nittee of the court of common council, whovill, no doubt, consider how far the me-
norials in question can be exempted from
heir own by-laws.
It is a curious circumstance that during
he last five centuries repressive and per-nissive measures, respectively, in regard
o street signs appear to have alternated.Uichard II made it compulsory upon all inn-
eepers to hang out signs, but even before
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Energetie Autograph Hunter.
The autograph collector has joined witi

the Journalist in hunting down the Boel
generals. Hitherto, however, genuine sig
natures have been about as scarce as gen
ulne Interviews, but today a fair Americar
succeeded where hundreds of Britisherr
have failed. In the glory of transatlantic
self-confidence she Invaded Horrex's Hote
and laid determined siege to the stronghokc
of privacy so that despite the exertions o:
secretaries a capitulation had to be made
General Botha was the hostage offered, an<
the lady retired triumphantly with hii
signature.
The generals are holding quite a littli

court in the Strand Hotel, but admission t<
It is very select, indeed-this with a viea
to defeating the ubiquitous 'rofessional In.
terviewer. With the fear of Downing streel
in their hearts they have made it aboul
as easy to get information regarding theil
movements and views as to pass the bibli-
cal camel through the needle's eye.

Ecclesiastical Eccentricities.
London is quite deluged with ecclesiasti-

cal eccentricities. The Rev. Richard West.
more has formed a sect of non-conformisl
friars. The most sensational announce-

ment, however, is that reported as made
by the Rev. J. H. Smyth Pigott, who wa
at one time a clergyman of the Church o1
England. He now calls himself the pastoi
of the "Abode of Love" on Clapton Com-
mon, and on Sunday night he proclaimed
himself to the congregation 'there as "the
Lord Jesus Christ, who died and rose again
and ascended into heaven." Many newspa.
per men have been trying to see Mr. Pigott
but he has been "too busy." His church ie
a magnificent building, which cost over £16,
000, and It was crowded when the declara-
tion was made. The reverened gentleman'i
"apostles" are principally elderly ladies
afflicted with religious hysteria, and appar
ently qualifying like Mr. Pigott for resi
dence in a mental sanitarium.

London's Theaters.
London has more than sixty theaters-]

believe the exact number is sixty-two-ant
about ten music halls, omitting the smallei
ones, whose special object is merely to at
tract customers to some particular licensed
premises. Of the theaters twenty-eight are

to be found in central London and are usu

ally spoken of as West End houses. More
than half of the thirty odd theaters in su-
burban London have been erected within
the last ten years, and various views have
been expressed as to the effect they will
have ultimately on the strictly London
theaters. Experience seems to show that
they have assisted rather than injured the
West End houses.
It is certain that the theaters within eas3

reach of the Strand and Piccadilly have
never been better attended than they are
just now. It is not altogether surprising
to find that their number is to be increased
Sir Charles Wyndham must be more thar
satisfied with the house which bears hie
ngme in Charing Cross road, for he Is put
ting up a still larger structure in St. Mar
tin's Lane only a stone's throw away. Bott
inside and out it will be a good looking
building. The exterior is entirely of white
Portland stone. The spacious interior will
be a huge circle, decorated in ivory white
with hangings of Rose-Dubarry.
This is not the only central London theat-

er we shall shortly have, for others are to
be soon commenced; though on the other
hand the Opera Comique has already dis-
appeared, and the Globe and Olympic are
coming down to make way for the Strand
improvements. What is to be the fate o1
the Lyceum, of every present memory, is
not yet known, but it is almost certair
soon to be a thing of the past. Suburbar
London is also soon to increase the list of
Its theaters, numerous though they alread3
are. Mr. Mulholland, who coming to Lon-
don ten years ago as a highly successfu:
provincial manager at Nottingham anc
elsewhere, was almost the pioneer of the
revival of theatrical enterprise in suburbia

O

rD

remedy. Each tabule

and children. They r<

idition, prevent chronic

indition when they hav

a most economical remi

Sof families where the

p in large bottles, each

Care should be taken

and bears the trade-m:,

'k. The tabules shouli

tampered with. The p~

) doses for sixty cents.

FaniIy. ottle kee yet

e manufacturers, The I

a a ade s gvsat a seeses e the Metre-polk at Ce"be-w.ll that he IsImil larger hoise at memnt= .
plaitsahow seating toosmueeataiflr ever5,10 persons. an the hourse is to have a
ming roof, an arrangesm=t such as alltheaters will soon have to supply for thecomfort of the playgoing public.

Netorlios smstrs.
The Borough Council of Battersea, which

made Itself notorious by refusing to join in
an address of welcome to King Edward on
the projected journey through South Lon-
don on the day after the postponed corona-
tion, is now engaged in trying to make up

* its mind whether Mr. Carnegie's ofer of
f15,000 to establish branch libraries in Bat-
tersea. ought to be accepted. The library
committee has by a majority recommend-ed acceptance and the council -is to finallydecide tomorrow. The chairman of the
committee is, however, the leader of the
opposition to the proposal, which consists
mainly of the socialist element of the parkIorator type so prominent at the councilboard of Battersea. Mr. Lethbridge thinksit would be profanation of Battersea to takethe Carnegie money. "I would not touch itwith a pitchfork." he says. "Let him takeit back to Pittsburg and give it to the peo-ple there. We don't want it at Battersea."

English Golfers Coming.
Notwithstanding denials that are neither

official nor semi-official, I understand that
a team of English amateur golfers will
visit the United States next year. Negotia-tions have been in progress for some time.
and several well-known amateurs would
like to meet the golfers of America on their
own links. All the most distinguished ama-
teurs will probably not go, but the teamwill be sufficiently representative to givea good account of English golf. On theAmerican side the "royal game" has beenrapidly growing in favor within recent
years and as England has produced bettergolfers than Scotland, America may evenbeat England. L. H. MOORE.

Handing Down Husbands.
From Harper's Weekly.
The report that a recently deceased New

York woman left her husband by will to
another woman has been published and
has attracted no little attention. It will be
interesting to note the result of this testa-
mentary disposition of a peculiar kind of
personal property by one who has been
supposed to have only a life interest inthe premises. For the sake of establish-ing a precedent we should like to see the
gentleman who was thus disposed of enter
a demurrer to the carrying out of that par-ticular provision of the will with which heis most concerned. It may be, of course,that he was thus devised to another of
his own free will and with his consent.
Still, the individual owes it to his sex to
have the legality of the devisement either
established or denied by the properly con-
stituted authority. It will never do for
the husbands of this land to submit tame-
ly and without a construction of the stat-
utes by our judicial officers to an alleged
and newly discovered principle of law
which reduces them to the level of a chat-
tel, and which gives them no more to say
as to their future than that which we ac-
cord to a horse, a dog, a family portrait
or a mahogany bedstead. The issue mdy be
awaited by man with calmness, for it is
hardly likely that with the machinery of
the law in the hands of men the decision
will in any way affect his rights.

Should Women Work?
From the London Chronicle.

Eyes that were meant for laughter and love,
Lips that were framed for a kiss,Are wearily turned to heaven above,
Wondering life's amiss.

A. the host drags on down Chancery lane
With never a thought to shirk

Its daily burden of toil and pain-
For women and girls must work.

Must work from morning to fall of night
In air that is foul and thick,

Must shun fair gardens of green delight,
Must wearily click-click-elick:

"Dear Sir:-lo reply to yours of date"-
Then end with a tired jerk.

And toll away till the hour be late-
For women and girls must work.

Oh, the stones that are 4rodden by painworn feel
Where the grim, tall houses rise!

Oh, dreams of womanhood Incomplete
In hours that are filled with sighs!

Oh. withered women who wake to weep
'Mid the city's toll and mirk,

God's angels guide. when you "fall on sleep,"
Where women and girls don't work.
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